'Swan Maidens', The Merry Men', and 'St. George'.
Get   dressed.    We   must   try   all   the   costumes   at

once."

Theodora had expected an outburst from him, for he
was a man of quick temper, prone to fly out against any
slighting of the arts or any want of understanding of
what an artist needs. He did not fly out. He said: "We
shall have little sleep this week. A new theatre and the
company just landed. Still, the Prince came in person to
ask it as a favour. The last Emperor would have sent his
butler with an order, and wouldn't have got. Justinian
knows about art and thought. He knows a lot
about most things. What was he talking to you about?
Law?"

"No. Heresy," Theodora said.

"Had you met him before?" Sosthenes asked.

"No; never. I didn't know who he was, but guessed
by his purple."

"I suppose he knows more about heresy than the
Bench of Bishops."

"He does, he was illuminating. But I must get to these
costumes for Macedonia."

The work that day was taxing and tiring. From time
to time, about once in every four hours, Theodora and
Macedonia crept out of the theatre for a breath of air.
When they came out, for the first breath that day, they
were conscious of a noise like barking from two or three
different points. Macedonia asked what it was.

"Oh, it's only public speaking," Theodora said. "A
preacher, or men trying to sell things, or a ward-
election."

"Do let's go along to hear one," Macedonia said. "One
can always see a good crowd effect, which may come in
useful."